The Tmgeede ^Hamlet 

The;' l will come to my mother by and by, 

They foo'.c me to the top of my bent,! will come by and by, 

Lcauemetrifnds, 

I will, lay fo. By and by is eafily faid, 

Tts now the very witching time of night, 

When Churchyards yawne,and hell it felfc breakes out 
Contagion to this world : now could l drinkehote blood, 
And doe fuch’bufincffc as the bitter day 
Would quake to lookc on : foft,now to my mother, 

0 hart looic not thy nature! let not etter, 

The fouleof Nero enter this firme bofome! 

Let mebccruell,notvnnaturall, 

1 will fpeake dagger to her,but vie none, 

My tongue and foul e in this be hypocrites, 

How in my words lomeuer file be fhent, 

To giue them fcalcs neuet my foule confent. 

Enter King, Rofeneraus , and Guyldenjlcrnt, 
King. I like him not,nor ftands it fafe with vs 
To let his madnefle range, therefore prepare you, 

I your comm iffion will forth-with dilpatch. 

And he to England fhall along with you. 

The termes of our eftate may not endure 
Hazerd fo necr’s as doth hourely grow, 

Out of his browes. 

Gujl. We will our felues prouide, 

Moft holy and religious feareit is 
To kcepe thofe many many bodies fafe 
That liue and feed vpon yourMaiefty. 

Rof. The fingle and peculicr life is bound, 

With all the ftrength and armour ofthe mind 
T o kcepc it feMe from noyancc.but much more 
Tharfpirit,vpon whole weale depends and reft* 

The liues of many , the ceflc of Maicfty 
Dies not alonejbut like a gulfe doth draw 
What’s necre ic,with it,orit is a malfie wheele 
Fixt on the fomnet of the higheft mount. 

To whofe hugh fpokes,tenn thoufand lefll-r things 
Are moneift and adioynd, which when it falls. 


Exit, 
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Tfinte of Detttxarh, 

Each fmall annexment, pety confcquenca 
Attends the boyftrous raine,neuer alone 
Did the King figh,but a generall growne. 

Ktng.fitaie you I pray you to this i’peedy voi age, 

For w e will fetters put about this fcare 
Which now goes too free-footed. 

Rof. We will halt vs. Exeunt Gent. 

Enter Volonias. 

Tol. My Lord,he’s going to his mothers elofet. 

Behind the Arras ITc conuay my felfe 

To here the profleflej’le warrant fhce’le tax him home. 

And as you laid, and wifely was it fayd, 

Tis meete that fome more audience then a mother. 

Since nature makes them partiall.fhould orc-hearc 
Thefpeech ofvantagc;fareyou well my Leige, 

Tic call vpon you ere you goe to bed. 

And tell you what I know. Exit, 

King. Thankes deere my Lord* 

0 my offence is rancke,it fmels to hcauen. 

It hath the primal! eldcft curie rppont, 

A brothers murthcr, pray can I not. 

Though inclination be as {harp as will, . 

My ftronger guilt defeats my ftronge enrent. 

And like a naan to double bufines bound, 

1 (land in paufe where I lhall firft begmne. 

And both neglcift : what if this curled hand 
Were thicker then it feife with brothers blood. 

Is there not rainecnough in the fwcete Heauens 
To vvafii it white as fnow?»\ hereto (erues mercy 
But to confront t he vifage of offence? 

And what’s in praier but this two-fold force. 

To be foreftalled ere we come to U\], 
pardon being downe,thtn l ie lookc vp. 

My faults is paft.but oh! w hat forme of prayer 
Can fetue my turnefforgiue me my roulemurther; 

That cannot be fince 1 am ftill polfeft 

Ofthofe affefts for which l didthenuirther; , < 

My C£owne,mineownc ambition,and my Quecne; 

I May 
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